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	Blossom

_**AN:**_ _I think to myself, do I really have to do this? And my brain replies, "Yes, or you won't be able to sleep with all the scenarios coursing through your mind nor would you be able to rise bright and early in the mornings due to wanting to muse more about those scenarios." So here I am, yet with another fanfic._

_To be perfectly honest, I've wanted to write this story for ages and a couple of hundred more. Kuchiki Byakuya had my heart at Senbonzakura. I knew I had to write something, anything, about him. He's so special, my heart aches. But like I stated before, images go through my mind now and then, some extremely strong and compelling I have to write it, and some not so much. But because I make no promises, I don't know where this story will lead—we'll just have to see, I guess. So, knowing of this extreme risk, read at your own peril. Oh, and, all my stories are Rated M for a reason and it's Magnificence. There will be a lot of violence (because I can't do without violence) gore, and, y'know, some baby making._

_Also, think of this story as a filler kind of episode. Because I don't want to fit my character into scenes and plan and ughhh because I will instead simply leave it. Aside common knowledge about the Bleach universe being installed, I'm not going to go into extreme details. So, yes, filler episode. Yay, I'm so excited. Tell me how you like it._

_(P.S. My AC readers, I'm working on the chapter, it's quite a long one so don't lose it. It's going to be posted.)_

_Disclaimer: I don't own Bleach, but I wish I did because Byakuya would've been paired with my heroine a long time ago. They would've had kids running around the Kuchiki Mansion by now, and Rukia would've been an auntie. So, no, I owe nothing. Just the newly written scenes in this story and my own made-up characters._

Blossom

Chapter One

_I'm not insane_.

I'm not insane, Hanae Ryodoji thought again with more conviction.

"And you have been taking your antipsychotic pills, yes?" her psychiatrist, Dr. Akiyama Reina, questioned, pushing up her thin-framed glasses up her long nose.

Antipsychotic. She hated that word, but it was the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth when it narrowed down to judging her past and the events that lead her right here, to this very room, to showcase that she was, indeed, psychotic.

Because what else could explain that—

She didn't want to think about it—because they did not exist. They _could_ not. But the upcoming shudder proved its ineffectuality.

For as long as she remembered, even as a child, especially after the death of her parents, those... _monsters_ became the daily background of her life. She saw them everywhere, sometimes dragging themselves across the ground, sometimes lingering behind humans alike pets on a leash, and sometimes attacking. In her case? It was always the latter.

Staying with her granny in Tokyo until she graduated High School, the monsters kept at bay, occasionally landing a few claw marks on her skin when she bypassed them and they hissed. Most of the time, she released pained shrieks, and the people around her, when realizing blood coated her hands and arms, immediately dispersed. Throughout her school years, they thought her a witch, her classmates, and stayed as far as their desks could take them.

But when her granny passed away right after Hanae entered university to major in Business and Management, the creatures became fervent in their approach to her. Not only did they claw but now surged at her, sending her rolling across grounds. If she had not fought back every time, she would've been eaten by now. Literally. Bruises decorated her skin, sometimes she could feel the grind of her bones against each other when her body swelled up.

After moving to Karakura Town—her parents hometown—she found it peculiarly surprising that it contained a little population of those creatures, and realized that this was the place for her. She would be safe here.

So, hallucinations or not, psychotic or not, she needed a Shrink if she desired to live another day.

"Hanae?" Dr. Akiyama's voice snapped her out of her musings.

Her head perked up, eyes landing on the brunette sitting across from her on a black leather couch. She was well over forty with dark brown eyes and whitish skin. She formed a quick yet small smile. "Yes, of course. Olanzapine, Haloperidol, Risperidone. I'm taking them."

"And are they helping?"

Her eyes darted to Dr. Akiyama's right and landed on the creature perched on her delicate shoulder, long claws leisurely combing her brown strands with calculation. She licked her lips, for a moment hesitating.

"Yes."_ I'm not insane._

_They are not real. They don't exist. It's just a figment of my imagination_.

But what of the bruises she continually received? The pain? The daily profile of them greeting her on the streets? Who could explain that? Her granny used to say that accidents happen, that it was not her fault, but if she really was insane, why weren't the medications helping? She's been taking them for three years now. Something _should_ occur. Anything.

But the creatures never went away. They lingered. Red, black, white eyes staring at her, bloody mouths opening to eerily smile at her. Bodies of all shapes and sizes, tails and wings and horns included, crackling in the dark night sky as they took flight or formed their music of chaos on the streets. They stayed, and she was utterly and wholly left dejected. Hopeless.

Why weren't they leaving?

Could they, dare she think, be real?

No. No, no. She could not live her remaining days like this, always looking over her shoulder, always locking her windows and doors and retreating inside her closet to sleep with a bat in her hand. Always on alert, wary. Always bleeding from somewhere. She wanted peace. Please. They could not really exist; she refused to accept that reality.

They will disappear, yes, she just had to give it more time. Maybe even take stronger medications.

"That is wonderful. Looking at the details of your daily life, it is safe to assume that your..." Her doctor trailed off, and paying her no heed, Hanae's eyes instead landed back on the small minion on her shoulder—who was now gazing directly at her.

It did not blink nor break any eye contact.

She gulped, sinking into her seat. It tossed her an unknown look, one that seemed plain but in truth ventured deeper than that lone layer. It gave her the look of death.

Then, slowly, oh, so slowly, its lips spread, spread, _spreaaad_ and formed a wide grin, revealing sharp fangs that dripped with venom. And then it shrieked, vibrating her very bones, and venom-laced saliva spewed everywhere.

Hanae stilled, her heart stopping.

It's not real, it's not real, it's not real, it's not real.

Suddenly, from the wall behind Dr. Akiyama, a monstrous shape walked in, skull for a head, red fur for a neck, and a beastly form for a body. It had a tail and wings. It was made from red and black scales. She immediately recognized it.

_Punisher_.

No, she thought with horror, eyes widening. No, not him. Anybody but him. She straightened in her seat, taking her feet off the ground and rising to her knees. A position that indicated if anything were to malfunction, she'd be ready to flee.

"Hanae?" Dr. Akiyama voiced her name, but her gaping eyes still remained on Punisher. Her heart began to pound hard against her ribs; she heard each heartbeat in her ears. Her body broke out in cold-sweat. Her palms sweat and her muscles shook with sheer fright.

He never showed any mercy. He was the one that attempted to harm her the most. She hadn't seen him for a few weeks, but it didn't matter. He always came back. Ever since her granny died, this creature had been on her tail. No matter where she fled, he found her as if he knew exactly where she resided and only lagged a few days behind just to spike terror in her first.

It was working.

"Hanae, are you alright? You suddenly turned pale, what is the matter?" A gasp. Then, "Is it them? Are you hallucinating again?" Hallucinations? No, she thought, this was too real to be a mere hallucination. "Listen to me. They are not really there. Focus on my voice, Hanae. You can do this. Just breathe. There is nobody in this room. I promise you."

Punisher, its skull head, craned down as if in search of someone, and when his black eyes spotted her, he parted his mouth and let out a roar that shook the entire structure of the building. Windows shattered, walls cracked open, plaster and debris pattered down on the ground.

Hanae shielded herself by curling into a ball. Glass pieces showered down on her and on the wooden table stationed in-between her and Dr. Akiyama. _Clack, clack, clack, clack, clack!_

When she straightened, Punisher was already making his way to her, ready to hurt. To kill.

Gasping for needed breath, her lungs burning, her limbs already trembling, she bolted to her feet and run to the door. Her converse shoes cracked down on already broken glass veiling the floor and the soft, beige carpet.

How could they not see this?! How? She had to leave. Now.

"Hanae? Hanae!"

She paid her psychiatrist no heed as she jerked the door open and rushed out of the room, speeding down the corridor and causing many a people to jump out of her way.

Behind her, Dr. Akiyama followed suit, shouting her name and begging she stop. Following her pleas was Punisher's second roar, rattling the walls yet once more. He burst out of the room and, locking his eyes on her fleeing form, chased after her, each plant of his large feet causing thunderous thuds to erupt. She felt them at the soles of her feet, causing the marbled floor beneath her to thrum.

"Lady, calm down!"

"Woah!"

"What's wrong with her, jeez!"

As people continued to step out of her way, she turned to a corner, already seeing the main exit of the building. Thank God her sessions took place on the ground floor.

The guards tossed her peculiar looks and one even tried to stop her, but she evaded him and did not halt even when she was completely enveloped by the breezy, Spring-tainted night of Karakura Town.

She had to go home. She would be safe there. It was a few blocks away; she wanted her sessions to take place near her just in case faced with such nights. Punisher broke out of the building, completely destroying the glass-doors of the main entrance. The guards still continued to talk with each other, brows furrowed and eyes locked on her as she fled the scene.

Despite the hundred questions arising within her, she knew her first priority was to lose tail. Or seek refuge. Her home would offer both. She just had to get there first and rapidly.

Legs stomping against hard cement, sweat beading on her forehead, Hanae heard each dreadful fall of Punisher's feet on the ground behind her—and he was not far off.

She couldn't contain it any longer. She released the panicked scream that had been threatening to escape her throat ever since she first eyed Punisher. At her scream, he responded with a shrill that caused the lamps on the street to burst, casting dark shadows on pavements, removing all traces of hope. She shot her arms up to shield herself.

Due to her having classes in the morning and afternoon, she had her sessions take place at precisely 20:00 a.m. at night every Monday and Wednesday. It was Monday, and everybody was most probably in their homes, safe and with their loved ones. She saw no humans on the streets.

It didn't matter. They wouldn't offer the slightest aid. Her home. She had to reach her home. And then hide in the closet. Nobody would harm her; nobody would be able to find her.

Frantic, trembling, she took narrow streets and kept close to the large walls of the houses so as to not catch his attention. In that manner, she rushed to her own block and neighbourhood, and after a few turns, spotted her apartment.

Relief pounded through her entire body, and she nearly sagged down to the ground in bliss. Safety. At last. Speeding towards her home, she grabbed her keys out of her jeans pocket, fumbled a little due to her shaking hands, managed to stick it in the keyhole, and hastily jumped inside, slamming the door shut behind her.

She didn't turn on the lights to the stairs but instead took them two at a time. Gasping, sweating, she whizzed up the steps, her plain white T-shirt beginning to stick to her form. Her palms smacked down on the railing for needed support and at last—yes!—she stood face-to-face with her apartment's door.

Quickly opening it, she almost instantly made her way to her room to shut the windows. She'd left them open so fresh air could cleanse her home's atmosphere before she returned from her session. Panting, she entered her room and—

Hanae stopped dead in her tracks.

Her keys slipped from her fingers and fell on the floor.

How— No— But— Her jaw slacked open, and violent tremors slowly started to cover her body.

Punisher stood at the centre of her room, black eyes glued on her person. How did he know? She'd recently moved and he wasn't present at that time, hence the question. _How_? But it mattered not; in the end, he always found her.

"Please..." she croaked out, now helpless. "Leave me alone... I beg you. Please..."

He merely craned his neck to the side, then released a shriek so powerful, it sent her flying against a wall. Her back slammed hard, and for a moment she lost her vision. Everything blackened. Then it gradually returned, and she groaned, seeing stars. When he took a step forth, she attempted to rise to wobbling legs but to no avail.

Instant pain erupted from her side, and she sharply gasped, toppling down. Grabbing her ribs, and noticing them broken, she groaned deeply in distress. Her left wrist seemed to have suffered the same fate, because when she tried to roll it, shots of pain sizzled their way up her forearm, causing her to softly cry out.

Punisher took a step forth, catching her immediate attention. He extended his arm, meaning to grab her. Frantic, she began crawling backwards, her belly sliding against the floor, her legs shuffling to move quicker.

"What!" she shouted in her terror. Hot tears blurred her vision. "What do you want?! What! Get out of my head! Get out! I curse the day you were birthed! Get out!"

He grasped her ankle and tugged at her. She immediately skidded backwards, her chin smacking against wood at the force installed. "N-No," she huffed out, her hands, despite her broken wrist, groping at the wooden floor to fight against Punisher's deathly grip. No use.

He hauled her back and up in the air, then, as though not knowing how to hold her, as if _fearing_ he'd hurt her, dropped her back down. She landed with a loud thud, but before she could recover from the hard contact, he picked her up yet once more—before dropping her again.

This time, she landed on her broken wrist first when she accidently tried to protect her face. She howled at the agony it caused her. Punisher, with his massive index finger, flicked at her stomach, then her spine, provoking her to glide side-to-side on the floor. She groaned in distress.

He grabbed at her again, raising her high by her torso. Then squeezed at her chest, and her lungs deflated, breath shooting out of her lips.

"Let m-me go!" she tried to scream, vainly struggling in his clasp. "Let me GO!"

He growled, the act sending jitters through her small frame. With her unmarred hand, she beat at his fingers, even scratched, tearing scales. Punisher reacted by thrusting her down. Hanae bounced twice before she completely flattened against the ground. Her hair, now in disarray, splayed across her face and neck, briefly fluttering up when she heaved out struggled breaths.

Her entire body ached, and her broken ribs and wrist more so. Her skull hammered, her thighs shook, and her vision saw only stars. She was dizzy, already smashed to a pulp as Punisher played around with her tiny human body.

She felt a heavy weight settle on her shoulder, then weakly noticed her body being turned to the side. Large skull with pitch black eyes saluted her, and for a moment, she thought she noticed signs of helplessness and true genuinity in those dark pools. Cannot be. He hated her as she him. Thoroughly.

"I hate you," she brokenly whispered for emphasis, her voice not even audible. But he heard her nonetheless, and he was not pleased. With the sharp claw of his fore finger, he drove it straight into her belly. She screamed, her head thrusting back. Skin tore. Blood spurted out, and a pool of crimson formed around her. Her body jerked at the immeasurable pain and agony, her legs kicked out, aimlessly skidding against the floor and squeaking.

Even when her voice died out, her attempts to scream didn't. Her mouth still parted wide in silent anguish.

Deeming it's enough, he withdrew his pointy nail, and blood instantly followed, seeping rapidly from the gaping wound and gurgling out of her mouth. She slacked down against the floor, her jaw gently closing. Black spots began to form in her sight, and she whimpered, clutching at her bleeding stomach.

_I don't want to die, _she thought now_. But I am. He's going to kill me, going to deliver the final blow._ At that, her chest formed a hot pang that caused tears to trickle down to her hairline.

Then, more strongly,_ I don't want to die,_ she tried to shout. _Oh, God, please, I-I don't w-w-w-want to d-d-die!_

Her entire insides shook when her ears perked at the scraping sound of Punisher's nails dragging across the wooden floor next to her head, no doubt leaving a mark. He wrenched his huge hand away, threw his head back and roared, the power in his voice causing the night to tremble. A war cry.

"Y-You can't kill m-me! You d-don't exist. You're my d-demon. M-My creation. All orchestrated i-in my head." She tried to stall him. Perhaps she spoke true; perhaps her own Punisher could not bring upon her demise. He faced her then, black eyes glaring in, causing hers to abruptly widen in return. _He was going to do it_. Without a moment's consideration, Punisher sent his iron-knuckled fist flying straight down at her.

A strange... object chose to come in her line of sight at that moment. She spotted the colours black and electrical blue decorate... flapping wings?

A butterfly, she realized, dazed. _Pretty._

Hanae awaited the brutal slam of Punisher's fist to greet her, waited for the entirety of her bones to break and shatter and turn into mere powder, waited for her muscles to tear and her body to explode by the sheer pressure of it, the pieces of her flesh splattering against the walls and floor, waited for all of this to end, but before any of it could occur, before any of it could mark her death in history, a quick lightening sound cut through the air.

Then the short flash of a long white coat, the ends for the briefest second caressing her face.

_Swish!_

A pain-filled howl erupted, filling the room, and it didn't emerge from her. _Punisher_. One second she was being attacked, and the next—nothing.

In her befuddled yet petrified state, her searching eyes landed on a wide back possessing the number... six on it? A little high up, and she saw a raven head.

The body standing before her, shielding her from Punisher's death blow, emanated a massive energy that pulsated through her body, and Hanae would've been thrown off balance if she wasn't already lying in her own pool of blood.

What was—

The silhouette, faster than the blink of an eye, disappeared and appeared high above in the air, almost reaching her ceiling, and, with a sword so sharp it gleamed in the moonlight, cut Punisher's skull right in the centre. After a moment, his body started to break down and, alike a paper set on fire, its ashy-ends whirled into the air. Punisher gasped for breath, then released a low, hollow groan.

Who was—

The figure lowered, the descent bringing with it the scent of cherry blossoms and newly sprung Spring flowers. It reminded her of the first bud that bloomed in the wake of nature; the first ray of sunlight that streamed past clouds and hit wet ground after a morning full of rain. The tranquil flow of streams against one's feet in a hot day; the chirping of birds when morning dawned and dewiness befell the quiet roofs of houses. The taste of clear water. The warmth of sunlight on skin. The first fall of snow. The melting of snow. Everything.

As blood soaked her clothes and hair, and as the taste of copper filled her mouth, she struggled for her next breath, and more so to steal a glance at the person towering before her.

_Please_, she desired to say. _Help... me_. Her fingers twitched, desperate to reach the figure. Then, with more force and energy, she gurgled out, "H-He...lp." Finally. A sound. That one word ripped out of her throat, and she flinched, already regretting it.

Sheathing back his sword, the unknown man briefly turned, and slate gray eyes grounded her. Hair the colour of midnight framed a unique oval face, four hairpieces keeping those locks pinned to the back of his head, but even then, she examined, one long, stubborn lock fell over his face, gifting him an unrivalled aristocratic appearance. The rest of his facial features only complimented him further; possessing a perfectly sloped nose, dark, frowning brows, and luscious pink lips, he was beauty and power incarnate.

Especially power.

She felt his gravitating strength with each step he stole to close in on her. _Who is he_, she thought for the hundredth time. Would he hurt her? At that, she whimpered. Was he a good man? Perhaps an angel that has come here to take her soul as she lay here on the brink of life and death?

Even though everything in him screamed lethality, his face spoke of a special kind of heaven.

He knelt down, and the cherry blossom scent increased, washing over her. Yes, she dreamily concluded. An angel, indeed.

"Is she going to die?" A rough yet low feminine voice asked.

Despite her extreme weak state and the loss of most of her senses, the voice pierced through her muddled thoughts. She knew it. Recognized it, even. Who was—

Her granny appeared from behind the broad shoulders of the angel, tears in her hazel eyes. Hanae's drooping eyes widened in shock, but her outer reaction did no justice to her inner one, for her eyelids only twitched and her lashes merely fluttered.

_Granny?_

"Yes," a deep yet silky voice resonated, dragging her attention back to the angel crouching before her. He was calmly inspecting her wounds. At his nonchalant reply, her already weakened heart decreased in pace, further sending her to deep oblivion. "If I do not help her," he added, and then focused his eyes on her face, completely catching her off-guard despite her already beaten form.

His stare had a compelling dynamism to it, and she didn't know whether to hold his gaze or to keep on looking with the abundantly renewed hope in her eyes. She chose to keep on looking.

"Please, help her. I regretted leaving her alone; my only wish was to protect her. I meant her no harm," her grandmother's voice rang out. "Do not let her die. She cannot die. Please, save her."

Meant her... no harm? Through the drugging heaviness pulling her down, making it impossible for her to coherently think, she still managed to piece the missing puzzles together. Her grandmother was Punisher. But it cannot be. She would never— Her granny would never—

Oh my God.

Oh, _God_.

Almost instantly fresh tears welled up in her eyes, burning them. And then she began to weep, her shoulders gradually beginning to shake at the brutal revelation tossed at her. What was the meaning of all this?

What in the world was happening?

How could her granny— Why would her granny—

"Oh, my sweet child. Forgive me." Her granny approached her, light illuminating out of her small form. She then knelt down, and her soft palm brushed at her forehead, reassuring her. The touch immediately affected her. "Please, forgive me." Her own tears began to trickle down her wrinkled cheeks.

At that—she didn't know where she got the strength from, only knew that the burn in her chest aided it—Hanae sobbed. Hard. Gazing at her granny and her sorrowful face, she formed three hasty nods, because she _knew_ that her grandmother would never intentionally mar her. Even if she did not know what this all meant, she still continued to helplessly nod.

_Yes. Yes, I forgive you. Of course I forgive you. Always_.

What mattered was that her granny was with her now. She didn't know how but she was; she'd stay with her. They'd be together again. She'd finally have a family again.

Gifting Hanae her sweetest smile, the smile she missed so much, her heart ached, she gradually, to her utter bewilderment, began to fade away.

Wait. No. Wait, no! Where was— Where was... Granny? She whimpered. Don't go. Don't leave me again.

But she did. Her light died out, her last words being, "I love you so very much, my dear girl. So very much."

She fought hard against the weight pulling her down, warred brutally against the restraints of her own deficiency. No use. Finally, with all her might, with all the mental and physical anguish brewing within her, she screamed, and all the knife-like sensations and clogged blood lurched out of her throat with one brutal push. Pain immediately followed suit, but she didn't care. _Where had she gone?_

"Pl-Please don't go! Granny, don't l-leave me!" she hoarsely blubbered out, reaching for the space she recently vacated with her bloodied hand. "I f-forgive you, I forgive y-you with all the remaining beats of m-my heart. Come back t-to me. Please... don't go. Come back." Then, clutching at the angel's coat, she struggled to lift herself. "Do something!" she ground out at him, fruitlessly jerking at his clothes. "A-nything!"

Those slate eyes never wavered in their cold appearance. "Do not speak, human. And do not move unless your desire is to die." Strong arms—warm arms—snaked around her back and behind her knees, and before she could register what was transpiring, the angel hefted her up.

At her new position, her wounds cried out. And so did she. Then, "I don't want to die," she frantically croaked out into his neck as he brought her closer for proper balance. How easily he carried her, as if she didn't even weigh anything. But her blood didn't fail to coat his special uniform and skin. "Please, I don't w-want to die. _Don't_ l-let me die. I want my granny. Bring back my granny, angel. I-I plead y-you."

At her words, long, spiky lashes fluttered down, and he released a soft huff. The angel didn't offer anything else.

He didn't understand. How could he? Years of loneliness, countless nights filled with fear and terror, how could an angel understand her need for company again? For a friend, a family? She didn't want to be alone again. _Please, not again._ Her granny was here, she was absolutely sure about it. Her sweet scent, her reassuring touches, her soft voice. _Oh, please, please, please_. She wasn't ready to part yet. Wasn't ready to die yet.

Witnessing her previous burst of energy wane away in a rapid pace, she sagged down, and her head heavily lolled down on his strong shoulder. Hanae had to make him understand before it was too late; weakly parting her jaw, she attempted to speak. To form words. Nothing emerged.

"_Nii-sama!_" A distant voice resounded, briefly causing her ears to twitch. She tried her best to glance up. No use. A warm blanket of oblivion draped over her form, ushering with it denseness, and she couldn't make out the next words. She was being sucked into darkness. _"We've eradicated most of the hollows, but tonight there are... Renji and Ichigo are in..."_

As more of the angel's heat and scent enveloped her, she sluggishly blinked once...twice, before her heavy lids dropped shut. With that, she slipped into deep slumber, taking with her the thousand unanswered questions and the thousand pangs of different pain into the abyss, maybe to never awaken again.

-v-

**AN:** _it's short but it will do. Much love!_


End file.
